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HIGH NOTE 


At the last smack, Edwin watched the 
plump young cheeks quiver, tighten, and 
relax again. Where the honey-tinged furrow 
separated the half peaches of pinkly-glowing 
flesh, his forefinger rested and soothed 
gently for a moment while broken sobs came 
from the girl who hung across his lap. 

"That, Jennifer, was for not washing your 
surplice or, if you did, for not doing it 
thoroughly. As senior girl in the choir, I 
expect you to set an example. And no, you do 
not get up yet, DO you?', Edwin asked 
suavely, affording the blushing globe 
another though slightly less-stinging 
SMACK! and bringing a ‘NEE-OW!’ 
followed by a sobbing hiss of ‘S...sorry, sir’. 

Palms flat on the floor, her hair having 
long tumbled forward to cloud her face, 
Jennifer waited while the would-be soothing 
hand impressed the hot sparks of chastise- 
ment deeper into her silksmooth flesh. At 
seventeen and a half, she had long learned 
that it was part of her disciplinary trials to 
remain still and acquiescent afterwards. 

‘Nor should you have worn stockings, 
Jennifer’, Edwin said ruminatively, relin- 
quishing her throbbing bottom for a moment 
and circling his fingers around the ridging 
tops of her white nylons where the flesh of 
her thighs swelled out appealingly. — ‘I d 
didn’t have time to change, sir’, Jennifer 
replied in a throttled tone as the gentle 
movement of his hand persuaded her legs to 
form a vee 

"I have a new entrant to the choir to see in 
a moment, Jennifer. You may consider 
yourself therefore to have been but lightly 
admonished on this occasion. Next time — 
next Tuesday — I shall require to see you 
properly attired and indeed shall require you 
to be good. It would be as well, therefore, if 
you remain for a while after practise next 
week. Is that understood? You may rise 
now 

‘Yes, sir’, Jennifer answered dutifully. In 
rising, she slithered back a little, allowing 
Edwin to cup her bulb more closely for a 
moment or two until with an awkward 
twisting of her admirably long legs she was 
able to press up and stand, self-consciously 
aware that while her knickers were still on 
the floor, Mr Harkins’ eyes were where that 
garment should have been since his light 
grip on her caused her to face him, his open 
legs nudging the outside of her knees, the 
svelte curve of her tummy sweeping down to 
where a thicket of brown curls puffed out 
their pride. 

‘We shall see, then, how good you are 
going to be on Tuesday. Six o'clock would not 
be too early. You can come straight from 
college. Hairdressing you are doing, are you 
not?’, Edwin asked, admiring the well- 
fluffed coiffure-in-miniature between her 
thighs rather than her long gold tresses 
above. His hand drooped from her arm and 
came to rest on the violin curve of Jennifer's 
hip, causing her to blink. 

"Yes, sir, I'll b....be here at six..... 

'and?', prompted Edwin, — ‘And...and 


At the last smack, 
Edwin watched the plump 
young cheeks quiver, 
tighten, and relax again. 


‘I have a new entrant to 
the choir to see in a 
moment, Jennifer. 


‘Tl be good’, Jennifer 
responded in a very small 
voice. 


It was only seven pm 
now, and an hour to go 
before dusk. Just about 
right for the new girl. 


I'll be good’, Jennifer responded in a very 
small voice, trying hard not to look sideways 
to an old, abandoned pew which stood in the 
small hall, and over the back of which she 
had ‘been good' twice already now when the 
other girls had gone. At first it had taken 
twenty strokes of Mar Harkins' tawse to 
make her be ‘good’. The second time she had 
uttered up the little urgent squeal he had 
been seeking after only fifteen. Maybe on 
Tuesday it would be twelve before she heard 
the tawse drop to the floor while she 
remained perfectly in position, her trim 
ankles a regulation fourteen inches apart, 
waiting, waiting... 

A knock sounded then at the barred 
doors, making Jennifer jump in a manner 
that implied complicity rather than guilt, 
Edwin thought hapily. Anticipating the 
interruption, he had asked her to remove 
only her blue knicks — the colour he insisted 
upon — and Jennifer was already scrabbling 
back into them, affording him a quick view of 
two twinkling lovelips which the material 
(unaccustomedly thicker than Jennifer 
normally wore) sheathed them from his 
sight. 

"Take the side door, my dear', Edwin 
said, rising, but she was already moving 
knowingly towards it, and with a quietness 
that pleased him. He unlatched the door and 
she passed by him cautiously, her shoulder 
brushing his chest. 'Vou'll be later home 
next week, Jennifer,' he said. — ‘Yes, sir. 
It'll be extra practise, won't it,’ she replied, 
rehearsing aleady the excuse she would 
make when returning home on that 
occasion’. 


‘Precisely, Jennifer — extra — I may 
have good cause to commend you’, came the 
unctuous reply. For a moment he watched 
the girl's retreating figure, admiring the way 
she stepped quietly on the flagstones, and 
admiring, too, the challenging rolling of her 
tight bottom that would deservedly get the 
treatment it required on her next visit. 


It was only seven pm. now, and an hour to 
go before dusk. Just about right for the new 
girl. Another and more hesitant tap on the 
twin doors beyond caused him to hasten his 
footsteps a little. With a clang of the 
bars they parted. 

‘Emma Rogers, sir. Mum said...’ The 
sweet, chirpy voice paused for a moment as 
the girl turned to wave at the departing car. 
‘Said she'd be at least an hour, sir, is that all 
right?’, came a breathless little flood of 
words. She looked to be sixteen, or so. 

‘Perfectly, Emma. And you've brought 
your things, I see’, Edwin said, nodding 
down at the holdall she carried and simultan- 
eously closing the doors behind her. ‘The 
other girls have left. I thought it best if I gave 
you a private rehearsal, you know’, he went 
on gravely, guiding Emma in the direction of 
a small table where he would sometimes sit 
while the girls stood. That a girl should stand 
before she was instructed to bend over was 
the rule whereby he conducted his auditions. 

“I didn't... didn't know whether to 
change or not before I came. Mummy said..." 


^ 


That a girl should stand 
before she was instructed 
те 


auditions. 


— ‘No, it.is better to change here’, Edwin 
soothed, ‘We had a screen here for some 
time, but two of the girls became ovér- 
playful and knocked it over, and so it is being 
repaired. Show'me your things and them you 
can slip out of your dress and put them on, 
eh?’, asked Edwin jocularly. 

Petite as Emma was, he found himself 
gazing down at three distinct and most 
promising prominences which her simple 
dress revealed. Two were comprised of the 
twin melons of her tits and the other of the 
pert bulb of her bottom. Her shoes, of the 
strap-over variety, were black and neat, and 
he was pleased to see that she was already 
wearing socks. 


'Er...hġre, sir?' Emma asked, gazing 
around at the slight bleakness of the hall. — 
‘Here, m „ yes. The quicker we 
have you/ pro; геѕѕей, the quicker we 
can begin, cai t. Place your things on 
the table as у them off. What colour 
knickers have yo 

*They're....they're 5 y 
came from Emma, and to the great plea: 
of Edwin who realised — just as Emma 
blushingly did — that she would have to takg 
them off. And in front of him! Putting her 
blue holdall on the table, she twisted her 
neatly-shod feet awkwardly, bringing a faint 
‘Tut-tut’ from Edwin who glag 
deliberatelv at his watch, saving with 
care, ‘We have only an hour, 


A choirgirl who is not must not be dilatory, must we! Off with your holding her dress, experiencing in one and 
disciplined cannot be ather dress now”. the same moment two kinds of stiffness, one 
best, can she now?’ *Oh!', Emma ejaculated, though it was of which was in his knees. Hesitant and shy 

not so much a word as a voice-wobble that as the girl was, he could have slipped them 
accompanied the movement of her hands up down to her ankles himself, but it was a 
to the small white buttons that, interestingly prime rule with Edwin that his young 
enough to his eyes, ran down to her waspy choristers had to learn to do it themselves, in 
waist. The dr: was gathered-in there. It front of him. 

meant that she would then wriggle it down: The little hissing of breath that came then 
always an attractive sight. As her slightly from Emma's nostrils did not surprise him. 
trembly fingers worked, so a white vest came In his experience as choirmaster and church 
into view. Aertex. Pinky nipples peeping warden these past five years some girls who 


through the spotless mesh. came to him were not entirely untutored in 
'Right down now, Emma; let me help certain matters, but this one seemingly was. 
you’, Edwin said gallantly and knelt more *B...b. i ' came her squeak. — 


swiftly than Emma imagined he could (for ‘You have to change them, Emma, and 
her father was always complaining about {о learn to do so promptly in my presence. 
getting down to weed the borders in the choirgirl who is not disciplined cannot be at 
garden) and brought her opened dress herbest, can she now? 
slither-sliding down beyond the waistband ‘N...no, 1 s'pose uttered Emma 
and the crotch of her tight, white knicks to doubtfully. The tip of her tongue slipped out 
the tops of two exquisitely-formed thighs, for a second to touch her upper lip. A bee- 
though they were not the only vista that was sting of an upper lip, small as a rosebud. It 
presented to Edwin. was a slim, moist tongue. She would be able 

‘Just step out of it, Emma’, uttered to do wonders with it when properly tutored. 
Edwin in a slightly chokey tone as a plump She would turn now, he knew, and Emma 
little bulge offered itself to his eyes where did. Odd how they preferred to show thei 
the crinkled edges of her panties drew bottoms first, but very appropriate. The skin 
closely in between her legs. As she first lifted there had a pearly sheen to it as Emma 
her left leg, Emma flushed and had to lay her doubtfully and slowly brought her chubby 
fingertips supportingly on Edwin's halfmoons into view. The same honey tone, 
shoulders, leaning forward slightly so that though fainter where they inrolled, as the 
her promising young gourds bobbled now more advanced Jennifer had. The 
momentarily on the top of his head. polished surfaces were exquisite, proud in 

‘Now, Emma, take your knickers off", their plenitude — deliciously weighty to the 
Edwin intoned when in seconds he rose  palms...when he finally got his there. 
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The polished surfaces 
were exquisite, proud in 
their plenitude - deliciously 
weighty to the palms... 
when he finally got his 
there. 


“When you are slow at 
doing things at home, 
Emma, are you chastised?", 
Edwin asked gently, 
bringing a rather too-quick 
shake of the head from 
Emma who flustered. 


'And your vest now, Emma, and then put 
on your vestments', Edwin said grandly. In 
near-profile as he watched her lithe, nervous 
movements, he saw that her tits, too, offered 
a promise of slightly more weightiness than 
even her vest had shown. One nipple, 
outrageously perky, sauntered briefly into 
his oblique view and then was gone. Her 
dressing was hastier than her undressing 
had been. In less than a minute and a half 
Emma stood angelically in navy knicks, a 
white surplice with a red cassock, and a 
white ruff that gave her an air of a nymphet 
rather than a demure choirgirl. A pocket 
Venus, Edwin thought, and held his breath 
for a moment just as he also clasped his 
hands thoughtfully in front of him to 
endeavour to conceal that which had erupted 
beneath his trousers. 

*When you are slow at doing things at 
home, Emma, are you chastised?', Edwin 
asked gently, bringing a rather too-quick 
shake of the head from Emma who flustered, 
*Oh no, sir, but Daddy said the other day 
that..." 

‘Yes’, interrupted Edwin, ‘And he was 
perfectly right, but it seemingly falls to me, 
Emma, to provide the discipline that you 
clearly need. In the first instance, that is, and 
then we may better get on with your training, 
may we not? Come to the pew, Emma'. 

*T...t...to the pew, sir?" — ‘The bench 
seat, Emma. It is called a pew, and I believe 
you know that, so be not artless with me or 
you will receive even more than I propose at 
the moment to donate to you. Bring your 
tummy against the back of it. Quickly now! 
We must learn instant obedience, Emma! 
Bend over now — right over’. 

"Oh, sir, but I don't want! I came to learn 
to...NOOOO-HOOO, oh please!’ came 
Emma's tremulous wail as a firm hand forced 
her over and therewith her crisp white 
surplice was swept up at the back to unveil 
her well-stretched blue knicks. 

"You came to learn, yes, Emma, and do 
not forget it. We all have to start at the 
bottom', uttered Edwin with an excruciating 
pun. Her knicks were at bursting point where 
her cleft peach bulbed into and through the 
material. Laying his left hand on the nape of 
the young Venus's neck, he brought his other 
palm in a firm and loud-sounding SMACK! 
full across her haplessly-offered bum. 

‘NEEE-YEEEEK!’, Emma squealed. 
Only once had a hand assaulted her bottom, 
though she had never told her Mum that, and 
indeed had been told not to. That was 
months and months ago, though, and she 
had forgotten how deeply it stung. Her head 
and shoulders made to jerk up, but Edwin 
held her secure. — 'THAT, Emma, was your 
taster, and more are to follow. Not in this 
way, though. It is not my practice to hold a 
new girl beyond her first smack. Entirely 
unnecessary. Bound to send her back with a 
bad report, and that would not do would it? 
Eh?’ 

“N...no, sir, I s'pose not, but... EEECHU, 
gritted Emma clawing at the front of the pew 
as another peach-heating SMACK! caused 
her hips to jerk and her bottom to tingle and 
burn horribly. — 'A single word of admission 
suffices, Emma. You are going to take your 


‘Knickers off now and bend 
over again. Stop snivelling, 
girl, and listen to me. Stand 
up straight again! Good. 


knickers off now and bend over again. Stop 
snivelling, girl, and listen to me. Stand up 
straight again! Good. Now — you observe 
those two small blocks of wood on either side 
of your feet?" 

Gulping, and exuding a single tear from 
each eye, Emma obeyed and cast her 
wondering glance downwards, this way and 
that. A 'Yes' came to her lips, but she 
swallowed it and nodded. — ‘Those, Emma, 
are regulation distance apart — that is to 
say, fourteen inches — and it is against those 
that I want the sides of your feet to press 
once you have bared your bottom to me and 
bent over again, Quickly now, or it will be a 
dozen’. 

A pause followed. Silence hung around 
and above them like a net. It was a pause in 
which both were momentarily unmoving, and 
in which Edwin pondered whether to give her 
another encouraging smack. Three seconds.. 
four...passed whereupon, with a faint 
mewing sound that was plaintive in its tone, 
Emma slid her slim, white-socked legs apart 
and slid dolefully once more over the 
unyielding back of the pew. 

"Splendid, Emma, splendid. I am about to 
teach you two things. The first is that 
obedience both precedes and follows such 
attentions as 1 propose to give to your 
bottom’, declared Edwin who was casting a 
fond and hopeful eye upon the tight-lipped 
crevice that her posture now revealed. ‘The 
second is that you will learn here what I call 
signal words. Some relate to your singing — 
others to forms of exercise. The first such 
words is SHOW. When I utter it, Emma, you 
will dip your back and push your bottom up 
and out to me. Now...show!" 

'OOOOH!', Emma choked, for as he 
spoke so Edwin moved a little to the side of 
her, extended one arm and, placing his hand 
flat under her silky tummy, brought her 
nubile young hips up slowly as if propelled 
by a jack until her spread legs strained and 
her heels left the floor, leaving her teetering 
on tiptoe. 

‘Nearly right, Emma, but you have failed 
to dip your back. Shall we try?’ Come, show 
me how, supple you are’, Edwin purred, 
palming her bottom beneath its deepest 
curve and hearing a little, explosive outburst 
of her breath as his forefinger wheedled 
itself further under to pass tinglingly across 
the slightly-rolled lips of her nest. 

'Th...th...the Emma stuttered 
incoherently. — ‘Dip, girl, dip your back!’, 
commanded Edwin patiently wherewith 
Emma managed at last to do so, globing 
herself up to him in a supreme offering of 
girlhood, her mouth open and her hair 
clouding down much as Jennifer's had done. 
Except that this exquisite treasure was, if 
possible, even more enticing than his most 
senior girl, Edwin thought. Three smacks 
and then he would have her over his lap to 
savour even more closelv the vielding 
warmth of her... 

*WOOO-AH!' — Emma's cry as his palm 
met her tight peach echoed from the ceiling 
together with the sharp slap-smack of his 
leathery palm into her warm, rearing flesh. 
Her feet jittered, heels sinking until a sharp, 
snapping, 'NO, Emma!' from Edwin sent 


them up again, her spread legs a-quiver. 

*D...don't sir, oh please, sir, don't!”, she 
wailed. — 'Very well then, Emma', came 
Edwin's reply in a manner that" sounded 
placating but in fact underlay his growing 
desire for an even closer proximity to her 
lithe limbs and all that accompanied them 
than he had achieved in this short space of 
time. Three quick backward steps took him to 
a chair where, sitting, he snapped his fingers 
and said crisply, ‘Emma — come here!’ 

Those three words came familiarly to 
Emma. Perhaps they all said it, she thought, 
but last time — that last time that had also 
been the first time — she had had her knicks 
on and it didn't seem so bad, even though 
they had covered only half her bottom. 
Showing herself was awful, but showing 
herself at the front was worse. Surrepti- 
tiously she made to ease down her ruffled 
surplice as she rose, but was met with such a 
sharp, ‘NO, Emma!’ from Edwin that her 
fingers released the slipping hem just above 
the crisp, straight edge of her bush where — 
thanks to the starching her mother had given 
it — it stayed. 

*It would be a disobedience, Emma, if 
you were to cover yourself unless 1 tell you 
to. Come to me, as I told you to, Emma’. 

And then, hesitantly, slowly, she turned 
and moved, her shoes slurring on the floor- 
boards as she moved, her eyes like lanterns, 
thighs rubbing together with an innocent 
sensuousness while Edwin's drank in the 
exquisite vision of her flat tummy with its 
twinky navel like a whorl of cream, the trim 
brown thicket that crowned her venus mount, 
and the subtle incurving of her hips that in a 
couple of years time would yield an even 
greater fullness. 

It was with a little ‘GOOO! of surprise 
that Emma found the floor up-turning to her 
in the sudden, enforced descent of her nubile 
curves across Edwin's legs, his left hand 
subsiding once more into the small of her 
back, pressing insistently there while he 
raised the other. 

‘Oh, NO!" — Emma's little, beseeching 
cry came even as she felt the motion of that 
unseen arm, but Edwin — with practised 
cunning — had no intention of spanking her 
too hard on this occasion. In a matter of 
about ten minutes or so he would know 
whether such would be necessary next time. 
For the nonce, she had — in his own mind — 
to be stung and urged. 

So deciding, his free arm ringed Emma's 
narrow waist and ringed it securely, drawing 
the upper part of her body over more until 
the apple of her bottom was better-poised. 
With a quick smile he watched the darling, 
chubby cheeks tighten in anticipation. 
Perhaps she had been spanked before, after 
all. A bit, anyway. 

*No!”. Again the plea came in a tiny wail 
that wafted like a breeze across the hall even 
as his palm came down and bounced once 


more off of her deliciously elastic 
bumcheeks. — ‘GEEE-HEEE! You 
mustn’t!’, he heard, but then he soothed the 


quivering orb with a knowing butterfly touch 
that tickled where the stinging was. Emma’s 
calves swung up at that and a bitter sob 
broke from her as a darkening pink spread 


‘It would be a dis- 
obedience, Emma, if you 
were to cover yourself 
unless I tell you to. Come lo 
me, as | told you to, 
Emma’. 


19 


across her helplessly-offered peach. 

"No, Emma, NO’. It was Edwin's turn to 
say it then, and he said it quietly — 
paternally, almost, he prided himself. Once 
more he soothed — this time with the flat of 
his palm, savouring the sweet plumpness 
and the warmth — but the next was harder, 
more biting. She had to learn. — ‘OUCH!’, 
came then, but within that yelping utterance 
Edwin detected a subtle note of greater 
submission. When he stroked her next there 
was no movement upwards of her calves, 
only a lower sob and a mutinous wriggling of 
her milky tummy over the stiff prodding she 
could feel. SMACK!...*WOH!"...SMACK!”.. 
'NEEE-OWT 

‘In a moment, Emma, I am going to put 
vou over the back of the pew again. Do vou 
remember what I said about forms of 
exercise?! SMACK! SPLATT! SMACK! 

*Oh-woh-woh-WOH! Y...esssss, sir, I do, 
I do! You said...AAARGH! Oh no more, sir, 
please!" 

"You want your exercise now, then, 
Emma? You do want to be exercised?" 

"Yeth!', her breathless cry came out, and 
with such an urgent rush that it seemed 
satisfactorily like a plea. Maybe some faint 
instinct in Emma made her realise that, but 
Edwin had already swung her up and 
brought her to turn her back on him so that 
her pert bottom hovered like a deep-pink 
moon close to his eyes. 

'Undress now, Emma, and go to the pew. 
Bend over it as you did before, but put your 
feet this time against the outer sides of the 
blocks’, Edwin intoned, giving her throbbing 
botty an avuncular pat. 

'BOO-HOOO', sobbed Emma. The hall 
seemed all strange to her bleared vision no 
and her bottom felt swollen as if it were filled 
with hot, compressed air. Her slim thighs 
rubbed silkily together again in her 
stumbling towards the waiting back of the 
pew, her fingers scrabbling hurriedly at the 
buttons of her surplice in case he smacked 
her again. Unclipping her ruff and then 
letting the whole garment fall, she offered up 
to Edwin's ears a small juicy gulping sound 
while she bent — naked to her socks and 
shoes — over the polished, worn oak and 
then with a final sniffle put her feet as he had 
told her to. 

*There, now, you HAVE learned to show, 
Emma, she heard him say approvingly, and 
with his voice came other sounds as if he 
were removing his jacket and...and other 
things. 'Haven't you, Emma?”, he asked. 

'Veh-esss, sir', came her muffled bleat. 
She could feel that he was closer to her now, 
and foursquare behind her, She felt his 
hands take her hips lightly, and the front of 
his shirt flipped up to rest over the top of her 
bottom. 

"Still now, Emma’. 

'OW-WER!', Emma bubbled, but 
swallowed down anything else she might 
have said. Something warm and plummy was 
nubbing up beneath her where only a 
fingertip had ever touched before, and the 
little blocks of wood were stopping her from 
closing her legs, and it was insistent, 
persuasive, insurgent, but it was a b...b...bit 
better than being — OOOH! — spanke 
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"Your girls were rather over-matched, wouldn't you say 
Henry? Eh?" 

'Perhaps.' said Henry, who didn't much care about tennis 
tournaments and inter-school rivalry. He took the visiting schoo!'s 
headmaster into the pavilion, where they were offered strawberries 
and cream by a shy, wide-eyed girl who seemed somewhat over 
awed to be in the presence of two headmasters. Henry thanked her 
and pictured her chubby young bottom in it's navy blue knickers as 
she walked away self-consciously, skirt swinging neatly from her 
hips; Sally, who found being in the presence of just one head 
master, Henry, sufficiently intimidating in the normal way 

'Have to have your revenge when you come to us, later in the 
term.’ 

‘| dare say we shall.’ said Henry, still engrossed in his re 
collection of the strawberry-bringer's plump and bouncy buttocks 
as she'd squirmed across his lap a few mornings ago, first thing 
after assembly, her body fresh and pink from her before-breakfast 
shower, perfumed faintly with soap/"herbottomedecidedly pinker 
yet when he'd finally let her scamper back to her class at the end.of 
the first | A girl whose blazer sported a twist of red and white 
piping ас пе breast pocket passed Henri 


Bwung round, breasts bobbing 
discreetly) а. visiting headmaster's eyes 
out-swell ВЫ: tits before glancing up.at her 

fito tingle with the beginnings of a 
ening of а  !оиг not unattractive and noticed 
who гате Ка girls who blushed. 


Tell Wimpole, Allet and Brooksithat | 
should like to see them, please “Sal Henry 
quietly. 

‘Um —' The girl's tongue peeped 
between her lips, something she always did 
when she was embarrassed, or didn't know 
what to do next 

'l should think you'd find them in the 
changing rooms, Tell them they're to wait 
for me there." 

"Yes sir —' she turned to go. 

‘They needn't change out of their tennis 
kit; | shan't be long. 

'No sir — er, that is, yes sir —' Her hair 
swung across her cheek, pink cheek, as she 
turned away again and hurried from the 
pavilion. 

"Nice girl.’ said Henry's visitor. ‘Er — | 
mean, she seems — ah — well-mannered.’ 
Henry knew what he meant though. 

„offered 


‘Sir!’ A voice from behind and running footsteps obliged Henry to stop 
in his tracks and turn tó see who it was and what was wanted. 

“Sir — I'm sorry sir, but — um — Hilary Follet sent me to remind you, 
sir.’ The girl panted'adittieromher running. 

‘Remind me, Price? Remind me of what, pray?’ 

‘Er — it's Howard, actually, sir. Um —' 

‘Howard sent you? l thought you said Fowler sent you.’ Henry peered at 
the girl as though suspecting her of trying deliberately to confuse him. 

‘No, sir — Follet sent me.’ Howard blinked her blue eyes, trying not to 
get mixed up and to remember that one had to keep conversations with the 
headmaster as straightforward as possible if his absent-mindedness wasn't 
to get the better of one. 

‘Follet? | see —' Henry's mind changed on to a fresh tack. ‘Have the 
visitors left yet, by the way?’ 

"Yes sir.’ said Howard, self-consciously tucking her tie into the top of her 
skirt as she pretended not to notice that her headmaster was conducting this 
conversation with her with his eyes at about nipple level. 

"Ваа show,’ said Henry, ‘failing to so win any of our matches against 
them." 

“Yes, іг,’ agreed Howard, before she took a deep breath and tried again 
to get him back to the point but succeeding only in distracting him further by — 
the consequent uplift of her breasts and tightening of her blouse. 

‘Which reminds me,’ said Henry, thinking of Howard's breasts and, by 
association, of nakedness and bottoms, ‘I don't recall you reporting to ms 
yesterday afternoon as you were told to." 

'Sir?' protested Howard. ‘I’m sure I wasn't told to report, sir’. She. 
blinked some more, respectfully indignant. 

“I remember it perfectly well,’ insisted Henry, who did indeed remember 
telling Price to come and see him, 'l think vou'd better come along, М 
right now, my girl — we'll see if we can't improve your memory, eh?” 


slap from an s practised palm; the girl pers across his re 
gasped a faint protest, now rather pointlessiv, that it wasn't her, sir, wi 
was supposed to have come to get her bottom spanked. 
‘Get up, Price’, said Henry archly, pinching a fat thumb and fi 

of Howard's punished buttocks, which made her squeal and scramb 
feet and ro poulingly at the place. 

sit yol wanted when you accosted me p 

up, girl. 
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Howard's skirt fell down into place from her waist and she pressed her knees 
together childishly to distract herself from the hot sting in her bum. Ruefully she 
delivered the message from Follet; that Wimpole, Allet and Brooks were still waiting 
in the changing rooms for the headmaster to speak to them as he'd said he meant to. 

‘Thank you, Price.’ said Henry patronisingly, ‘Now you may go.” 

Howard brushed tears from her cheeks and tugged her tie straight, and she 
looked for a moment as if she were about to speak. Then she bit her lip and smoothed 
her skirt down 

Thank you, sir' she said and left the study, a hand wandering up the back of her 
legs, under her skirt as soon as the door was closed behind her, touching gingerly at 
bare, spanked skin. Bare, because the absent-minded Henry still had the girl's 
knickers in his jacket pocket, where he'd put them for safe-keeping whilst he 
spanked young Howard. Howard, who hadn't quite dared to ask for her knickers back 
in the light of what had happened the last time she had initiated a conversation with 
the headmaster, went off sniffly and knickerless and Henry opened the door of his 
study, paused for a moment as though not quite sure of where he was supposed to be 
going, then headed off along the corridor — in the wrong direction 


Henry passed the 
door of the Senior Girls’ 
changing room without 
remembering that that 
was where Wimpole 

Mgt and Brooks were 


препо 


Henry's feeling solidified into firm 
expectation upon rounding the corner of the 
corridor which issued onto the main entrance 
hall; there, standing outside the door of the 
little room which served as a punishment room 
for those other members of staff empowered 
corporally to chastise disobedient pupils was 
Shaw. A blonde-haired girl of shy demeanour, 
still dressed as she had been during the tennis 
tournament, in pale green tee-shirt and dark 
green shorts, the kit hat all the ball-girls had 
worn. Standing facing the punishment room 


door, young Shaw's shorts-cuddled bottom, 
plump and high-lifted and saucy in the 
extreme, reminded Henry at once that she was 
the girl whose bum had most taken his fancy 
whilst the matches were in progress, and 
whose self-consciously inept retrieval of a ball 
that had landed in the dignitaries’ box, with 
stepped on feet the least of her clumsiness, 
had presented him with the ideal excuse to tell 
her to 'report to the punishment room’ after 
the match. 


Rewarded, then, by his 
that there was a bottom ti 
led by good fortune to stuf 
whose bottom it was wit! 
the trouble of rememberifi 
be found, Henry got into 
ordered the girl through. 

of her green shorts. A 

a hook behind the 
buttocks lifted themsel 
the top of the punish 

the cane '(sheld been 

the past not 10 Need tg 
up), and del 
stroke — 


Panting and gasping, 
bleating and kicking and 
wriggling her bottom 
with every swish ofthe 
cane, Shaw got her six 
strokes, grouped neatly 
across the under-bits of 

her 
she'd have to sit оп them 
and continue to feel their 
smart for twenty four 
hours or more — 


So entirelVisatisfacto 

and provided with ane al 
arbitrarily to amen 
chastisement of pupils, Iry let the girl up, 
lectured her until her Weeping had subsided 
into a woeful snuffling, then made her get back 
across the horse for a second dose, on top of 
that first one — 
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Now Shaw was noticably less eager to 
elevate her trembly bottom for the cane to 
tease and then crack down across; only by dint 
of much persuasion and no little threatening of 
dint consequences could she be coaxed into 
sticking her bum up to be caned, 

Shakily, and with wide eyes peeping back 


across her shoulder, the girl's bum lifted itself 


by fits and starts and presented it's already- 
wealed chubbiness to Henry and his cane 
Henry took his time, teased the impudent 
buttocks with several playful pats then began 
all over again — 


Shaw's tearful efforts to wangle her caned bottom back into 
her tight shorts when Henry had eventually finished wiith her 
provided him with almost as much entertainment as had the 
actual business of chastising her. Pink cheeks and pout-lipped 
she stood rubbing her bum whilst Henry lectured her briefly 
once more, and then she was allowed to go, her saucy bottom 
waggling dolefully behind her as Henry followed her out of the 
punishment room, cane still absent mindedly in his hand. 


| 

| Thus it was that, 

E with his cane still 
quivering in his hand as 
he strode along, Henry 
chanced to repass the 
Senior Girls' changing 
rooms. The sound of 
girls' voices coming 
faintly from within 
aroused his curiosity, 
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you'll have read Bbout in the pages 
of Blushes magħ hi 


translated you, into real 
swishing c hot, quirmy 
bottoms and w s running 
down flushe cheeks.'THE 
DETENTION ABOM' 15 MOST 

TO BE MISSED 


This may be the last Blushes Video, because new censorship 
legislation coming into effect in September will require all 
videos to carry the censor’s certificate, and informed opinion has 
it that the likely backlog of videos awaiting the censor's stamp of 
approval will form a waiting list at-least.tWo years long, if not 
more. This censorship may also apply retrospectively to videos. 
first made available before Septembereightyfive as well; there 
may, therefore, be no spanking videos at all available by mail- 
order after that date, for some considerable time. 

Accordingly, we have to advise prospective buyers that they 
should buy before September, to be sure of getting what they 
want. 


All these excellent-value videos at £45 each, direct from: 


po CRY! 
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The ely not to be missed, SALLY’ Two pretty blond 
definitely fa “friend LY'S FIRST LESSON girls, е school- 
eftinthe сае who knows HALF-TERM weekend nt away for a 
mily е ol 
S about tho its fear o PUNISPNENT And a lesson not to be ты bottoms Cups 
Suzie is CO: : forgotten! For a not for sittin, Re 
бте ран с cajoled 8 In six months this aimon Sally and о n the insiders nee 
an d into taki hour-long video has unhappy il emporary h new 
finally trapPe' for the ther span- Pupil are put kni "У home has her 
jer Knickers down Pis. оцой every не en through a vigorous bout ^ prp taken down fora 
kind of punis! appro king vi 2 Т etwesn- ‹ noli gomi discipline жооп НИШ) almost as 
"uncle" tinka spirite gis net а AR sin school uniforms — ings апдеу arrive, Span 
pine kor age Spankings: jonsiv house in the coun- one ee Ri 3nd early-morni as: after 
girl of her 397 particu ars, spanked and nin ntertai- naked L ips — 
of course, A ing across У, ee ed Bottoms and тол слое of almost 20 reduce both Pool, 
tarly painful cal jamas Gene ip exploitation a ji es in length follows liated Oth girls to humi- 
her bed in a ne gis ir lot every high- bot med caning, bare- desperat, jA ang 
then uncle” 1 eu d n аар thé ae over her desk, good, 78, Promises to be 
idea; not a infinitely 9 S captured BY  stroketn ind St Stinging they are un Promises 
егһар: ut A ful bathroom — © stroke to the last genuine- b are obliged to k 
р rasing! the Blushes video crew. ly tearful squeal. У the way! "y 


THE SPANKING INTERVIEWS NO. 1 THE SPANKING INTERVIEWS NO. 2 


When your favourite spanking magazine Editor puts an ad in the paper for models 
he is very surprised at the result. Not only do amateur models apply but also a top 
fashion one, there are a couple of beautiful girls you will have seen in the pages of 
MEN ONLY and CLUB INTERNATIONAL, a schoolgirl trying for her first job, the 
reluctant girlfriend brought along by a well known London playboy and the usual 

city secretary trying to make the big time. With the editors secretary getting a girl 

from the local coffee bar during lunch break, it makes a total of 9 girls. What 
happens to them?? Well somehow our lecherous editor manages to persuade them 
they should “audition”. Using canes, a switch, strap, slipper, riding crop, a tawse 
and hair brush and not forgetting the old school ruler, and his very red hand, each 
of them ends up being thoroughly punished and abused, not to mention 
interfered with. 
The result on the girls is very interesting indeed and should not be missed, we see 
a young very reluctant blonde turned into a screaming nympho with even 2 men 
and 1 girl beating her and playing with herat the same time, and unable to give her 
satisfaction. You will also see a very “upper crust” lady with a fantastic brown 
body, beaten to a point of sexual arousal where she cannot resist interfering with 
herself. Then there are the 2 girls who have always been close friends find their 
friendship takes on a new meaning before your very eyes as they are beaten at the 
same time and can only find solice in each other. THESE SCENES ARE REAL AND 
HAVE NOTHING TO DO WITH THE STORY LINE, THEY WERE FILMED AS 
THEY HAPPENED.... and there is more.... and you will see many tears. 
To say the publishers were pleased with the result is an understatement, so much 
so that they were unable to decide on enough to cut out so we end up with almost 
hour long films. EACH PRICED AT £45.00. 


Cheques and postal orders should be made payable to 
"BROADWAY PUBLISHING". 

Please be sure to state whether VHS or Betamax format is 
required. 


£45 


Don't miss 
BLUSHES 12 


